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in thie NEW issue, It 

2 pages filled to the brim 
XCLUSIVE photos you 

nt find in any other maga- 
ine. This devilish darling is 


iura Vickers, who personi- 
ies that old but ever delight- 
ful phrase, NAUGHTY—BUT. 
ПСЕ? 11 


“tt depends on what I get Parks had something of the same 
Mary Carter „у ato tow tong it iea 1 wouldnt know. À private 


takes.” detective has funny thoughts like 
by Out of kindness—being silly ас Sometimes it’s. a useful 
that way—l added, "And it habit 
sometimes depends on what the “And what sort of trouble are 
JAMES MARLOWE ах can afford to pay.” you in, Miss Carter?" 
When I came back to the office she looked at the handbag and “It isn't me, really. It's Miss 
after lunch she was sitting there, said, "T couldn't afford to pay Parks. Somebody is going to kill 


Mer feet close together like а much” € 
schoolgirl, her bag gripped on het She started to get up but I "A film critic?" 
knees and the light reflecting from waved her back again. She She went very red. 


her plain horn-rims so that at frst ^ perche her slightly shiny sit “That wasn't funny and any- 
I couldn't see what color her eyes upon оп the very edge of the way Ive always thought murder 
were. She was poised so tensely, chair, was a serious matter!” she 
with her heels off the floor that “rp listening,” I suggested. snapped. 


Thad to look twice to see that her — She ticked her lips again. I "I have an iden along those 
shoes were of the ballet-dancer was wishing that girls like her lines myself. Don't mind me. I 
type, in a pale brown. There was would realise that lipstick and have to sound tough. Inside I'm 
no lipstick and no decorations pretty dresses exist not only for a blushing red rose.” 

and the stockings were of the — the pleasure of those who wear She looked at me for some 
serviceable variety, though the them. They also make life more — time. Then she went on. 

legs they encased were pleasant bearable for those who have to “А man called her. Three 
enough. She stood up, blinking à look at them. times. I answered the phone. He 
little. She wore a brown dress of “Га а secretary," she said. — said he had to speak to her per- 
extreme simplicity and here.and «Му name's Mary Carter. I work sonally. I said she was im the 
there it had the faint shine of for Sylvia Parks.” bath and couldn't come. He: 
wear. It buttoned up to her throat From the way she looked I he was rude—he said something 
but it had been made for her and ^ was supposed to know who Miss 1 try to forget and insisted on 
it fitted her gently swelling hips parks was. But I didn't. talking to her. She came out of 
and managed to suggest soft “She's a flm-netress. She's only Һе bathroom just then and heard 
thighs. Only she wouldn't have — playing small paris now,” she те talking and made me give her 
liked it if Td said anything about ^ hastened on, "but she's good and е phone. While she listened she 
her thighs. 1 guessed that school she'll be famous soon. I know she went absolutely white. Then she 


teachers dislike remarks like that, wi" put the phone down quickly and 
from strange men. If she wanted “Lers hope youfe right, Miss told me to get her a drink. She 
employment you would pick her Carter." was shaking like a leaf. I asked 


out of a hundred as dependable, I remembered how in the gild- — her what it was about and she said 
quiet, efficient and not likely to ed palaces of vice that New it was nothing. But the man rang 
leave suddenly to get married. — York and New Orleans sported again when she was out and I 

She licked her lips before she іп the nineteen hundreds they said she was out. And he laughed 
spoke and then she said “What always had one or two startlingly and said “Then take a message, 
are your charges?” ugly hags among the beautiful sweetheart! Tell her I havent 

I signed to her to sit down and courtesans. It made the courte made up my mind what day she's 
I went round my desk and sat sans look even more beautiful by going to die but irl be soon. 
down myself. contrast. Maybe Miss Sylvia Don't forget to tell her!" and he 


S slid my arms round her waist. Yielding, Éssome and warm; har stomach 
muscles rippled as she turned to те... 


hung up. I told her and she made “She won't Jet you in.” Her neck was a slim white col. 
me swear I wouldn't do anything. "You know how to open а umn and I could picture it with- 
I wanted to ring the police. But door, I guess?” ‘out that stupid brown dress cov- 
she went almost mad and said if She pouted. “I won't be there. ering it. I could picture that neck 
I did she'd kill me. Ive never She doesn’t like me staying in the descending to shoulders of the 


seen her that way!" evening.” same creamy texture, uncluttered 
“And after that there was a Miss Parks had a point there, оу anything so mundane as a 
third call?” 100, I reckoned. A school teacher shiny brown dress. Then beneath 


“Yes, And she was out again. around evenings would be like the shoulders would be two soft 
He said ‘Any time now, swest- sitting up with your conscience. mounds of quivering flesh. Even 
heart! And I am looking forward — "I see. When do you leave?” — under the dress I could see them 
to it" and he laughed and hung — She said, “I could stay as late rise and fall with every breath she 


up.” as I dared—and then leave the took. The thin cloth did litte to 
I played with the blotter оп front door unlocked.” hide the twin erect points—with 
ту desk. “What about the street door?" an effort I tore my eyes away. 


"Why do you say you cant “There's а secret switch for * She began to get flushed under 
afford much? Surely Miss Parks that. Low down on the left lintel. my scrutiny. She pointed to her 


‘earns а good saalry." Press and the door unlocks. It bag and whispered, “About the 
"She doesn't know I'm here! I rings a bell upstairs but Г di- money...” 
want to help her! I wanted her connect that.” I shrugged. 


to cometo a detective but she went Ме looked at each other. I let — “Don't lose any sleep. I usually 

mad on me again. So I came any- myself unemotionally survey het chisel some dollars out of some- 

want face. Maybe my expression was body before I finish a case. If all 

She sat still like a parrot on а sour—I've been around. Her eyes else fails I know an old woman 
perch. Her brown hair was thick were large and open, unblinking across the tracks who keeps fifty 
and parted on one side and caught and misty. Mouths show more iron men in some hiding place. 
up with a brown clip. I guessed character than people think. I Squatting her on the stove would 
her underwear would be totally studied hers. The top lip had а soon make her talk. We'll discuss 
uninteresting soft flattening in the centre мо money later.” 

She said, "And then today if she still wore, as it were, her — She looked at me for a long 
there was а man hanging around first kiss. With lipstick it could time. 

outside, watching the apartment håve been a touch of sensuous- “I hope you're all right,” she 

all the time she was at the studio. ness. Without lipstick her mouth said in the end. 

Tm scared! So I came to you" маз still curiously exciting. In- “Td hate to be what you'd call 
"Where does she liver" voluntarily the tip of my tongue right,” I said, “but I think you 
She told me. I knew the place. was licking my own lips as I сап trust me. Mother brought me 

On top of some office buildings looked at hers, imagining the up on strict honesty. Ask her— 

somebody had built a series of taste of them. I forced my eyes shell be out next month." 

Penthouse apartments and let away from her mouth. Ridicu- “Don’t play games!” she said, 

them at high rent. You could lous to contemplate kissing such getting up angrily. “This could be 

have a party for two up there а plain Jane. murder!” 

and only the sparrows would be I squirmed in my seat, feeling — "When it is well weep. Til be 

shocked. somewhat like a schoolboy caught there at eight. Don't wink at 
A girl could advance herself drawing lewd fantasies of his strangers on the subway—any of 

rapidly on the road to stardom teacher without her clothes on. them might be That Man.” 
away up among the stars them- But my eyes had a mind of their — She looked at me once more 
selves. own. They continued on a down- as if she only had to wave to 
“Is she in there now?" ward path. Her chin was small make the flies rise up from me 
“No—she's at the studio.” Би firm, determined. But it was — in swarms. Then she took her bag 
“TI come and see her at eight saved from austerity by a disarm- 

to-night.” ing dimpled cleft in the center 


and tried to smile and found she 
couldn't. 

‘She went, closing the door care- 
fully behind her  shiny-worn 
flanks. 

I sat and looked at it from va- 
rious directions. 

‘Man threatens starlet. Starlet 
doesn't grab some of the law she 
pays taxes for. So starlet must be 
afraid to. Ergo; starlet has prob- 
ably been a wicked, naughty girl 
Man is aware of starlets wicked 
naughtiness. Man wants not star- 
lets death—which is only a test 
10 see if she calls for the johns— 
but something else. And not what 
men usually want from starlets. 
What all people usually want from 
anybody. 

I leaned back and thought 
some more. 

I could have thought a lot 
about how vulnerable actresses 
are to suspicion. But instead I 
found myself thinking that it was 
a pity about the shine on that skirt. 
And I remembered that as she 
walked out the left stocking-scam 
was a little off-center. (I notice 
things like that. Nasty me.) That, 
лоо, was a pity. They were nice 
legs. I let myself think about that. 
In shorts of white sharkskin, say, 
brief enough and taut enough to 
display the first curves of what 
the shine had covered. Or may- 
be opera-length black hosiery, up, 
way, way up to emerald shorts 
and a topless something. 

Something that wouldn't quite 
hide those sensitive little tips that 
insisted on making their presence 
known in spite of the ugly brown. 
dress. Maybe one of those tubu- 
lar knit affairs, strapless, the kind 
that have a habit of slipping down 


when there's swelling flesh inside 
begging to pop out. Begging to 
be touched, fondled, kissed. 

T laughed at myself. 

Maybe I should go back to first 
grade. 

I got up, took my snood ой the 
hook and went out. At the comer 
T took afternoon tea in the form 
of rye on the rocks, 

Thad dinner at my usual place 
where the Vienna steaks are good 
if you don't try to think what's 
gone into them. My mind still 
тал on legs. Legs and ivory thighs 
and to join one to the other, saf- 
fron-yellow garters. 

I sat over a second rye on the 
rocks and thought further, There 
was а man who said that the 
Flatiron Building made him think 
of sex. He explained that it was 
because everything made him 
think of sex. I always felt that 
he and I would have been bud- 
dies. But this time it was more 
than that. A girî wears no lipstick. 
She dresses in a fusty suit and 
looks shocked if you say "bed" 
and faints if you make it a double- 
bed. And after she's gone you 
daydream of sleek legs in fabu- 
lous nylons, lit by firelight and ro- 
vealed by a well-organized acci- 
dent. 

Somewhere it made sense but 
I couldn't get it. I wanted to get 
it so 1 went round to get the car 
and on the way I dropped in the 


sewer I laughingly called home 
and picked up That Thing—the 
опе with the blue barrel and futed 
grip that is bad for finger-prints. 
It fitted nicely in the small holster 
and didn't show when I put my 
coat on again. 

Tt was a fair drive out to the 
apartment. I dawdled because it 
wasn't yet eight and also I wanted 
it to be dark 

I left the car at the corner of 
the block. It all had the look of 
office districts after hours. As if 
the plague-wagons had been 
round and removed all the bodies 
and all that needed to be done 
was just to disinfect the ent 
area. There were no dark sedans 
containing small men with dark 
hats and tiny moustaches. No big 
saloons with radio-antennae and 
searchlights and somebody smok- 
ng inside. 

‘The door looked like an entry 
to offices. There was no knob. 
But I found the button—down 
on the left. There was a sigh like 
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а protesting virgin—as quiet as 
that—and the door showed а 
crack of pale electric light. 1 
pushed it open and started up the 
stairs. They were stone, unemo- 
tional and undecorative and as 
furtive as a postcard pedlar. 

I went up silently for not quite 
five years, turning corner after 
comer. 

‘Then there were stars on a vel. 
vet sky and expanses of roof, 
boxes of flowers, colored sun- 
shades and little tables and in 
either direction illuminated pent- 
houses, separated by rows of 
shrubs. The nearest was hers. 
That tco was alight. The door 
was closed and the light spilled 
out from the other side of the 
apartment where there was prob- 
ably a glass door to walk out to 
the garden hand in hand to look 
at the stars and get away from all 
these people, darling. It was 
pretty silent. 

T tried the door. It gave a Мше. 
School teachers never tell lie. 

The lite hallway was gay. On 
the wall a shallow vertical box 
was subdivided into a hundred 
shallower smaller boxes and each 
box was painted inside with a 
different color and contained a 
small china figure. A ballet dan- 
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You could see into a long 
тоот that had walls of pink and 
a black ceiling and somebody 
breathing just out of sight, just 
around а comer, waiting and 
listening. 

All the floors had one allover 
carpet of white. I could walk on 
that like a fly clumping about. 
I walked—but that Thing was in 
туу hand by now. 

He- was standing close to the 
glass door, lit by a lamp on a low 
table, so his face had tiny creases 
like an actor near the footlights. 
He was young, dark and wore a 
dinner jacket of white, 

He looked at me with eyes 
that were so wide open the whites 
sleamed like pebbles 

She lay on the sofa between 
us. Her shoes showed me the 
spike heels and the soles. 1 
thought, funny how the soles al- 
ways show only when you're 
dead. “Turn up your toes” is 
maybe a good expression. She 
was in white lame, her shoulders 
were bare and her hair was а 
Chestnut torrent down to her 
arms. Her back was towards me. 
She had beautiful hips and the 
lame skirt was slit to the hollow 
behind one knee. Something had 
dripped to the white carpet in front 
of her. It could have been scarlet 
paint. 

He looked at That Thing and 
his mouth—it was a weak, small 
mouth—quivered. I went over to 
him slowly. 

He tried to grin. It came out a 
babyish snarl. There was some- 
thing om his hand that matched 
the pool on the floor. I had That 
Thing in his general direction. He 
didn care for it much. 

I was near enough now. I bent 
over her. The torrent of hair 
party hid her face. I saw a 


‘mouth like an enamelled flower 
and Jong lashes that lay on the 
curve of her cheek like lilies on 
a grave. I looked at her mouth 
for a long time. Too long. 

He must have had the glass 
door open. There was a breath 
of evening air, a stumble and he 
was gone. 

I took three strides to the 
swinging glass door. He was only 
four yards away and he made a 
good target against the stars. T 
lifted That Thing. I fired twice to 
make certain, The acrid smell 
began to tinge the atmosphere 
and mingle like a dirty joke with 
her perfume, 

I closed the glass door care- 
fully and turned. The dead girl 
was sitting up, her eyes enormous 
and her hands on her pert bosom. 

I said "Welcome back from 
judgment, How did you make 
out?" 

“You—you—shot him!" 

I blew down the barrel of That 
Thing, sniffed it like a bottle of 
brandy and put it back where it 
lived, 

“Old Two-gun, they used to 
сай me on the Border. They said 
of me that when I deaded ‘em 


they stayed deaded. If Id shot. 


you, for instance, you wouldn't 
be sitting up so soon" 

She kicked out with satin 
shoes and jumped up, white as 
her dress. She wasn't tall, I could 
see into the dividing cleft of her. 

“Aren't you going to see if 
he's dead? Why dont we сай a 
doctor?" She was on the verge of 
a scream. 

“A doctor wouldn't help him 
any.” 

“God! What am I going to 
do?” she wailed. 

“Try taking an aspirin. Its the 
only useful thing I can think of 


right now. You wanted а body- 
guard. You have one. With a big 
gun.” 

She fought to gather her wits 
together. The struggle was visible. 
At last the enamelled lips 
smoothed out the wrinkles round 
them, the eyes returned to focus 
on me, she managed to smile 

“After all” she whispered, 
“you did it. I was pretending — 
it was going to be a joke . . .” 

“On me, sweetheart? 

She licked her lips. 

Yet 

“Just for the hell of it. Just to 
tell over the dinner-table. Just, 
maybe, to make a good story for 
the papers.” 

dn 

“1t makes а better story this 
way. Homicide in starles pent- 
house apartment. Sylvia Parks 
held. Tells D.A. it was all a 
joke" 

A tiny bead of perspiration 
quietly glitered near the comer 
of her eye. 

“You—you're in it, too.” 

"Yes. Right in it. A good way 
would be to iron you out 100 and 
leave the gun. ‘Starlet Kills lover 
—slays self. Double tragedy in 
Jovenes 

“You wouldn't" 

“Ie would let me out, sweet 
heart” 


She moved closer. She was 
trembling all over. 


“You could get rid of—him. 
The river” she muttered hoarse- 
ly. She sat down again on the 
sofa and leaned forward to ap- 
peal to me. That way 1 could see 
far, far down. That damned 
imagination of mine began to see 
visions of a white shape with 
arms that twined like snakes. 

T said “I liked that dress from 
the fit” 

She looked startled. She 
looked down. Something leaped 
into her eyes and she moved one 
bare shoulder towards me and a 
Jitle upwards as if she were going 
to kiss it 

"It is a nice dress,” she mur- 
mured, putting on a different 
voice, a voice that Eve probably 
used when she carried something 
round and red to Adam. “It could 
so easly come off,” she went on. 
t just depends on a fastener 
under here." 

She showed me. Her armpit 
was a smooth warm hollow. 

“И you could do what I asked 
you to," she smiled. 

"Get rid of him?" I asked. 

She nodded quickly 

1404 my arms round her waist. 
Yielding, lissom and warm, her 
stomach muscles rippled as she 
turned to me. 

Slowly, I kneaded the small of 
her back with my palms. Her 
breath began to come in short 
rapid pants. Any moment the 


“Fabtcaions Yor the Cooler 


few inches of white lame that were 
all that kept her from being truly 
Eve would slide down 

I drew back and held her at 
arm's length. I looked into her 
misty eyes. 

I said, having tormented her 
long enough, "Consider it done. 
In fact it is done. He's miles 
away.” 

“Don't—don't joke—I couldn't 
bear another wisecrack." 

“Im not joking. The time for 
joking is over. He's young. He 
can run. The way he ran for the 
stairs showed that. And he runs 
even better when a couple of 
slugs whistle around his ears.” 

"You—you didn't hit him?” 
she gasped. 

“I didn't even try. Lipstick 
and white lame and a topless 
dress change a girl a lot. But lip- 
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EROTIC 


SYMBOLISM 


Stick doesn't change the shape of 
a mouth, Miss Mary Carter. Or 
Sylvia Parks, whichever you pre- 
fer. I looked pretty closely— 
mouths show character more than 
anything else. The joke was sup- 
posed to be on me, Mary—Syl- 
via—Eve. Besides, I knew there 
was a gag in it long before that” 

She sat down with her hands 
over her face and swayed a 
little. 

“How—how did you know? I 
thought I acted the part beauti- 
fully" 

"So you did. You looked like 
the working girl that heaven will 
protect. But after you'd gone I 
thought of bedrooms and it didn't 
connect. The gitl Mary Carter 
was supposed to be should sug- 
gest flannel undies but my 
thoughts strayed to frilly nylon." 


She was looking up now and 
she started to laugh, a nervous, 
relaxing laugh 

I drew her to her feet and 
pressed her close. 

1 said, “You promised that if 
1 played it your way and disposed 
of the corpus delicti some pleas- 
ant things might happen." 

She was trembling now but it 
wasn't fear this time, 

She looked swimmy. She wet 
her lips and parted them a little, 

1 said, shaking my head, "Uh- 
huh! It was nice this afternoon. 
Mary Carter had something more 
than а stereotyped starlet, 
Couldn't’ we tempt Mary to ro- 
turn?” 

She stared a moment, Then she 
smiled her carmine smile, 

She said, “I'l go сай her.” 

While she was gone 1 mixed a 
drink. I felt Pd earned it, Also a 
lot more. While I was drinking 
it I drew the curtains over the 
glass door and went and locked 
the front door. I didn't fancy the 
corpse coming back to see how 
things were working out. 

When she came back she stood 
shyly in the doorway. Her lip- 
stick was gone. She turned slowly, 
posing. Her seat still shone, even 
in the softer light. She even wore 
the little hat. 

This time I had to go to her. 
Thad to bend her back and turn 
her face to me. But in the middle 
of the kiss her knees began to go 
droopy, her mouth began to urge 
itself on me. 

The school teacher said, in a 
whispering contralto, “This dress 
isn't so easy to unfasten as the 
other one.” 

I said "I like it that way 
Mary.” 

—THE END— 


Newest model from London is enchanting Pat Ebden. [t wouldn't be surprising if she could trace her ancestry 


back to those legendary spell.casters of English folk! 


t was said of them that with a mere glance from 
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NUDISM — 


ИМ 


А bevy of bare breasted fe 
males are twisting and contort 


ing their bodies in rhythm, while 
fully clothed men are watching. 
‘The male faces are aglow with 
joy at the sight of the soft melon 
formed breasts, the lyre shaped 
hips and peaches and cream 
skin. It is sheer heavenly joy to 
see tho naked lovelies in the near 
altogether. 

At the same time, another 
group of nudies are playing vol 
leyball—or swimming, complete- 
ly naked. Their healthy skin is 
slowing in the bright sunshine— 
in a few moments, these lovely 
naked girls are joined for a game 
by a few virile looking men who 
are every bit as naked as their 
partners. 


ON AND OFF STAGE 


- The Bare Facts — 


by 
CARLSON WADE 


Are these dreams? Or, as 
head-shrinkers put it, are these 
visions of а wish-fulillment? 
None! The truth is that the first 
scene occurs on the stage of a 
night club or burlesque theatre. 
The bare breasted girls are strip- 
teasers and the fully clothed men 
are in the audience, enjoying the 
spectacle of undraped femme 
flesh. 

The second scene occurs in a 
bonafide nudist camp. Both fe- 
males and the males (according 
to the strict rules) must be stark 
naked. They think nothing of it, 
so they claim. They enjoy one 
another's naked company in the 
bright sunlight. 


18 there any difference in the 
enjoyment of mudity—on the 
stage or in a nudist camp? An 
emphatic YES! The truth is that 
sex means nude and nude means 
sex. These two are interchange- 
able. The men (and women) who 
go to a strip-tease house do so 
because they are motivated by the 
sex instinct. They become eroti- 
cally aroused when they view 
near-naked girls in performance 
before them. Something of the 
“peeping Tom" instinct receives 
gratification as they sit in the 
audience or around tables and 
watch a silky blonde-haired girl 
under the spotlight, slowly di- 
vesting herself of one garment 
after the other. As her legs be- 
come naked, there is a quicken- 


ing of the pulse. Then, as her 
chest becomes undraped and her 
huge breasty mounds suddenly 
plop into view, there are gasps and 
‘apes, When the stripper reaches 
а stage of virtual nudity (except 


for a G-string) there is the uki- 
mate in erotic stimulation. 

Let's now look at the same 
situation in a nudist camp. The 
members are usually screened by 
а special admissions committee 


and then they are permitted to 
enter the "forbidden" sun grounds. 
Here, they are first shown to 
their rooms or cabins and given 
the express orders to divest them- 
selves completely of their clothes 


¿How de you бїс your ааа... 


Wholssome, out-dooriy ? 


Os pathy covered, инру? 
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—and only when they are fully 
naked (no G strings, no pasties 
or fig leaves, if you please), are 
they permitted to join the other 
happy nudists. The emotions ex- 
perienced are quite different from 
those enjoyed when you are fully 
clothed, and watch nakedness 
before you, In a nudist camp, 
you are just as naked as the 
Others and this creates a different 
form of erotica. It may serve as 
gratification of your exhibition- 
istic instinct, but the erotic thrill 
is not as turgid as if you watch 
nakedness but do not participate 

‘The “forbidden” angle seems to 
weaken in a nudist camp. Some 
of the mystery is gone. 

Nudism in a theatre or night 
club invariably provokes much 
more erotic response. A glance 
at some of the patrons who be- 
come absorbed with the peeler’s 
actions, whose eyes (and emo- 
tions) follow her longlegged 
movements, the highly scintillat 
ing bump and grind which is 
erotie-symbolism, will reveal their 
sensuous thoughts. Some patrons 
give very obvious evidence of 
erotic arousal when they watch 
strippers performing in а little 
skit or act, This is good! It shows 
that the stripper is successful. 
Her near-naked body, clad in a 
G-string and pasties, is a symbol 
of virility and potency. Some 
peclers will wiggle their flaring 
hips, naked as can be, and raise 
the blood pressure of the clothed 
watchers in the audience. The 
very atmosphere of a strip-tease 
house is that of sensuousness. 

Now, take the same girls, strip 
them of their fig leaf and pasties, 
put them in a shallow swimming 
pool and let some of the patrons 
(now fully naked) join them. 
What is their reaction? That of 


‘wholesome, clean sport. Nudity 
loses some of its mystery when it 
is completely exposed and pre- 
sented to you without any 
T 

The truth is that there is much 
more sensuous arousal in a par- 
tially clothed female than there 
is in the same girl who sits be 
side you on the lawn of a nudis 
camp. You have "nothing left 
to the imagination” in the case 
of the later. Everything is com- 
pletely visible — everything on 
others and on yourself, too. 
‘Therein lies the difference be 
tween these two forms of nudity. 

Perhaps you have glanced at 
nudist magazines and decided 
that a visit to such an establish 
ment would be very exciting. You 
feel that it is better than a visit 
to a striptease theatre because, 
after all, if you enjoy seeing stage 
nudity with pasties and a G-string, 
you'll enjoy offstage nudity with 
Nature's glories in full exposure. 
But the enjoyments are different 
On stage, the element of mys- 
tery adds to the excitement. 
Something is held away from you. 
Forbidden fruit which may not 
be seen, touched or possessed 

In a nudist camp, the forbid- 
den fruit is fully exposed and you 
are left with empty thoughts. 
Furthermore, on-stage nudity is 
based on erotic impulse. The re- 
volving of the girls hips as she 
prepares to do a beckspliting 
BUMP. The bouncing of her 
huge chest globes in their fish net 
bra, the music and the play of 
lights on the body—all are de- 
signed to appeal to the erotic im- 
pulse. Offstage nudity is the re- 
verse—in an oficial nudist camp, 
the movement of the body is 
sparked by Nature's aesthetic im- 
pulses. No exaggerated. physical 
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her soft, coral-tipped breasts, is 
doing this just for YOU. The 
entire atmosphere is drenched 
with pleasurable sex and gratifi- 
cation of the erotic impulse. This, 
most certainly, can arouse your 
‘emotions much more than а non- 
descript girl who asks you to join 
her in a game of chess in a shady 
spot of a«nudist camp. 

Margaret Mead, the well known 
sociologist, once wrote, “Nudists 
are attempting to create a world 
in which its all right to look, 
but not to touch.” This is true— 
except, who wants to touch what 
you can see in front of you all 
day long? Furthermore, maybe 
what she has, you dont even 
want to touch? 

Nudism in a camp tends to de 
emphasize sex. They regard the 
human body as strictly utilitarian 
Tt is well known that clothing on 
the female automatically stirs a 
desire 10 see that female naked, 
If that same woman is seen in a 
nudist park, completely peeled, 
her nakedness becomes ordinary 
—no mystery prevails. She is 
simple one more naked girl 
among many other naked hu- 
mans. The curiosity to see what 
lies beneath the gown or dress is 
now evaporated. 

Modesty is an emotion that 
can stimulate almost anyone. In 
fact, on«tage mudity is often 
made more scintillating if the 
peeler feigns shyness. True, the 
audience is fully aware that this 
is just an act but they love to 
dream it is for real. The peeler 
‘who openly admits she is so bash 
ful, so shy about taking off her 
clothes, will stir the vitals of 
nearly the entire audience. It 
adds spice and ginger. 

In a nudist camp, modesty is 
tossed to the ground with the 


full clothing outfit. Without mo- 
дечу, the girl is no longer a silken 
logged, C-cup babe to be mentally 
sttipped and conquered. She's a 
whole female. The curiosity is 
gone so let's have a thrilling game 
of volleyball 

A prominent authority on nu- 
dism has stated that this group of 
naked fun in the sun is devoted 
to two purposes: to break the 
body taboo, and to stimulate the 
desire for healthful family recrea- 
tion, Furthermore, said this au- 
thority, the very foundation of 
nudism is built on the premise 
that the nudity-sex complex must 
be done away with. What a hor- 
rible nightmare! Take away the 
mystery, so whats left? 

Conversely, a leading spokes- 
man for nudity on stage in the 
form of entertainment has. said 
that strip-teasing or exposure of 
the body beautiful in a theatre is 
devoted to one single purpose: to 
stimulate the erotic impulses of 
the patrons in attendance. This 
is a most delightful experience 
That's why strip-tease houses and 
acts are increasing by leaps and 
‘bounds throughout the country. 

Nudism in a private camp is 
supposed to dispel the so-called 
puritanical curiosity about the 
differences of the two sexes. Is 
this so exciting? No—its exactly 
the reverse. Its so completely 
devoid of pleasurable passion, 
that we wonder why nudists ever 
bother to get married! Why should 
curiosity be eliminated? Tt takes 
all the fun out of things. In fact, 
nudism in a theatre is designed to 
stimulate your curiosty—thats 
why you become so stimulated 
when enjoying a lovely blonde 
slowly revealing her sensuous 
parts. You're curious . . . and ex- 
cited, 100. It's зо enjoyable to 


glimpse the forbidden! 

Nudist are open-faced about 
their beliefs. For example, an аг- 
ticle in the American Nudist 
Leader (March, 1959) declared, 
"One of the prime facts of nu- 
dism is the ability of men and 
women to gather together without 
clothes and without having sex- 
ual interests and emotions 
aroused.” Well, if that’s the best 
nudism has to offer, who wants 
in? 

A glance at most nudist ma 
azines will show you a majority 
of naked girls in various provo- 
cative poses. Very few nude men 
are shown . . . or, if they do 
appear in photos, they are usually 
aged, physically unattractive and 
otherwise non-descript. The em- 
phasis upon well-shaped young 
girls with conical shaped breasts, 
dimpled buttocks, heart-shaped 
red lips, is designed to attract 
males. It is well known that the 
erotic impulse in the male is 
aroused when he visualizes fem- 
inine nudity. In the female, her 
impulses become stimulated when 
she is being caressed, made love 
to, fondled and kissed. She de- 
rives little or no stimulation in 
viewing a naked male. To be 
sure, there is some voyeurism (or 
“peeping Jane” instinct in the fe- 
male) but this is a mild response. 
For this reason, nudist magazines 
‘emphasize females because they 
know their audience will be 
largely males, who delight in 
viewing the nude flesh of the op- 
posite sex. 

On the other hand, nudist 
camps appear to be largely popu- 
lated by females. Where are all 
the red-blooded American males 
who yearn to see female flesh in 
the raw? Hiding behind their 
clothes. You may not believe it 


but the average male is instinct- 
ively shy about stripping naked. 
His erotic impulses are revealed 
because of his external physical 
development. As for females, по 
‘matter what they may be thinking, 
you cannot know it because there 
are no outward signs of sexual 
arousal as there would be in the 
male—who, as stated above, has 
a certain peculiar modesty about 
revealing his ardor: except in 
Situations where he can obtain 
gratifications. For this reason, 
male nudists are frequently in the 
minority—exeept those who are 
devout believers in the sexlessness 
of the body. 

Nudism on the stage is perfectly 
enjoyed by male patrons, and fe 
males, since in the case of the 
former, itis expected that they be 
erotically aroused and although 
clothes will obscure their desires, 
they feel they have nothing ю be 
ashamed of, anyway, After all, а 
strip-tease is a delightful form of 
entertainment and what kind of 
a man would he be if he didn't 
feel himself responding! 

‘The spectacle of theatrical nu- 
dism, with choice performers 
wearing skin-ight revealing 
clothes which will slowly be shed 
to expose lovely breasts as round 
as beach balls may well be morc 
entertaining than playing tenni: 
with a nude girl—who is as mude 
as yourself and a hundred others 

Can you have your cake anı 
eat it, too? Yes! Here's how 
enjoy the pleasure of strip-teac 
ing or theatrical nudity; then, g 
home and enjoy an arm-chai 
visit to а nudist camp, via th 
lavishly colored  fun-in-the-sø 
publications. Modesty—it’s she! 
heaven! 
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SHOES & BOOTS 


TANA & MARA 
РО. Box 673 


Radio City Station 
New York 19, N.Y. 


ser TABA са 


One of the latest arrivals on the New York glamour scene is caramel-skinned Tara, A native 
of Tahiti, Tara came to New York with a touring troup of dancers and singers — and stayed 
because the metropolitan way of life offered more opportunities for her talents, 


Bari is a coquette in the real French manner, With a toss of her raven locks or a 
make the onlooker want to grab the very next plane to Paris! 


А 


Ж 


Satanic Siren 


SATANA No. 6's featured model is Lisa Reed, whose fair beauty is accentuated by her re- 
served, almost haughty bearing. Looks deceive, however, in Lisa's case, because in actuality 
she is both warm and witty. An avid reader and conversationalist, Lisa can hold her own in 
the fastest repartee, yet all the while manages to retain her allure and femininity. 


.. Lisa Reed .. 


Satanic Siren 


It is a rare occasion when a play is adapted to the screen and retains the plot, the original interpre 
lution of the characters, and even the sets. This is especially unusual when the play is what is known as 
a “psychological drama,” as was Jean Genet’s THE BALCONY. So it was with great surprise and intense 
‘enjoyment that I viewed the film version of THE BALCONY. I had seen the play twice when it opened 
at the Circle in the Square in New York City їл March, 1960, At that time it kindled a controversy that 
continued throughout its two year run. Reactions ran from “fantastic” and "brilliant" to "outrageous" 
and “shocking.” the motion picture based on this unique play has ignited the controversy again. 

The exceptionally talented Grayson Hall played the part of the “madam” in the play. This role in the 
sereen version is acted effectively by Shelley Winters, but she lacks the subilty, the impression of passion 
rigidly controlled by cynicism, which Miss Hall gave the character. However, this is more than compen- 
sated for by the rest of the cast, especially Peter Falk, Lee Grant, and Ruby Dee. 


The picture is done with a great deal of cinematic imagination, using basically only one setting, а 
brothel, cleverly interspersed with newsreel shots of mob scenes. 


usines continues as usual in the highly unusual brothel run by 


Irma (Shelley Winters). 
Å vast, converted sound stage divided into various “sets,” Irma's establishment eaters to her clien- 
tele's frustrations and compulsions. 
With backsereen projection, sound effects, exotic costumes, realistic props and a versatile staff, 
Irma sells dreams to those unable to find them elsewhere. 


Among them is the unorthodox Greek Orthodox “bishop” (Jeff Corey), а gas company employee in 


real life. At Irma's he dons vestm ported by the “confessions of a fair 
penitent (Joyce Jameson) supplied by 
‚nt Smith) who, once inside the brothel, becomes a general, wearing 
Amette 


‘There is also the milk man 
å magnificent uniform while listening enrapt to his marital triumphs, recounted by his 


Jens), another of Irma’s specialists. 
4 Justice (Peter Brocco). In his judicial robes, 


And there is the accountant who dreams of being C 
before a cardboard jury, he 
As the бай 
ness will be good, once the dust has settled 


(Ruby Dee) as Irma supplies. 


‚es her doors. Whichever way the battle goes, she knows busi- 


te and special friend is Carmen (Lee Grant), who yearns to quit her cleri 


Irma seen 


formed by Irma's other girls. Irma is pointing out ай! 


cal duties and re ive work 


she has done for 


when the door alarm sounds 


It's the Chief of Police (Peter Falk), battlestained and slightly wounded. 


His fury excites the madam and her secretary. He is almost succumbing to their overtures when 
his rival, comes to the brothel. Defeated, the rebel leader (Leonard Nimoy) has brought his ahat- 
ns to Irma to be mended, to don the Chief's extra uniform for a brief illusion of power 


Roge 
tered dre 


body wants to play him, the Chief considers Rogers still dangerous, 


Although pleased that at last so 
He interrupts Carmen's sensual advances to the rebel, and the two leaders meet face to face 
While conducting an academic discussion, they watch warily for an opening, then suddenly grapple 
and fall to the floor. Irma's girls tonverge on the struggling men, swarm over them ripping their uniforms 


to shreds. Both are nearly naked when saved by Irma's interventi 


Irma will not allow Des ber place. It's bad for busi 


Clad only in the bath towe establis 


engrossed in a diseussion of the 


another suspiciously. Then, agreeing that it comes “from some other faction, either right or left wing,” 
they part cordially. 
And, as she closes the b 
illusions they practice are ev 
This is a work of real p: 
given to Genet, to Ben Ma 
Definitely not for the “family 
audiences. 


Darling Devil 


LAURA VICKERS 


When she isn't rehearsing or modelling, Laura 
makes the rounds of casting offices and commutes between New York and Les Angeles. She believes that persever 
ance pays of, if one has the talent to back it up. And i's easy to see that Laura's talents are bountiful! 


When che lived in Dublin, Nicki studied 
drama at one of the world’s most famous acade- 
mies & theatres — out of which came such 
noted players and playwrights ав Maureen 
Sean 
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“BEST SHOWGAL 


Dear Editor: 
The best dancer and «howgal in 
the business is Gilda, I notice that 
you keep getting requests for news 
and for now 


of this exotie ben 
pictures of her. As all your readers 
know by now, she was once the 
curly headed litte moppet in "Our 
Gang Comedies. 

Enclosed are some unusual pic- 
tures of this fabulous woman, The 
costume and ip she's wearing 
ære designed by her (shes got all 
kinds of talents!) and she сг 
“Ensemble for the Space Age.” If 
women in the future look like this 
I hope I live à long life! 

Good luck with your magazines, 

Yours truly, 
NCR. 
Springfield, Mass. 


SPACE AGE ENSEMBLE 
by GILDA... 
(From N.CR.) 


More 
Epistles 


to 
Inferno 


"SEARCH" 


Dear Editor: 

Several years back ... I was in 
NYC for a convention. A gang of 
us went on a round of all the nite 
clubs in Greenwich Vil 
confess we got pretty soused so the 
evening is a blur to me. But one 
girl, a dancer and singer, stands out 
in my mind. She was playing in an 
all-colored show. She has very light 
tan skin and a beautiful face and 
figure. Once you printed some pic 
tures of her but did not give her 
name. I clipped out one and am 
ending it to you. Hope you will 
identify it and print others you have 
of her, Every time I go back to NYC 
I search for her but was beginning 
to think she was a mirage until I saw 
the pictures in your magazine. Please 
sette this so I can get some sleep 
Ws gotten so this beautiful woman 
haunts my dreams 

LH 
Kansas City 


(Your search will not end here be 


cause the girl you're looking for is 
lovely Mary Smith, who was work- 
ing at New York's Club Savannah 


at the time you were in NYC. Since 
them Mise Smith has dropped out 
of sight. Here are some pictures 
taken before she disappeared from 
the show bis scene —Ed.) 


MARY SMITH 
(For L. H.) 


"BEST ARTIST" 


Dear Editor: 

You used to prin a lot more 
drawings and cartoons by Bilbrew 
& Eneg. Stanton is very good also 
but the first "cheese-cake" drawings 
Lever liked were by Bilbrew & Eneg. 
If you have any new ones, please 
print them, 

You might be interested to know 
that I have a fairly large collection 
of drawings by these artists. They 
make great decorations for my den. 
1 think Bilbrew is one of the very 

the field. 
Sincerely, 


"ORDINARY" 


Dear Editor: 

Some of those leters you get 
slay me. What these kooks seem to 
miss is that it isn't what the girl 
wears that makes her sexy, its the 
girl herself 

To prove my point, enclosed is 
a snapshot of my girl, wearing or- 
dinary clothes, and yet managing to 
look inviting as all get out. 

To each his own . . . let those who 
want it have their crazy costumes. 
ТҮ take a good looking gal in ordi- 
nary duds — or, better still, none at 


all! — any day. 
Yours truly, 
WCB. 
Queens, N. Y. 


NEW DRAWING. . 
(For MULL.) 


"QUERY" 


Got my first copy of your maga- 
zine, Issue No. 4, and am eager to 
get the back ones and all future ones. 

In your "Epistles to Inferno" 
column, another reader, R. L., wrote 
nt females." 
and asked you to print some of your. 


question is, who is she? And 
would you print some more pic 
tures of her? 

Hope to хос many more of your 
entertaining and exciting maga- 
zines on the stands . . . ГИ buy them 
all if this is a sample! 

Sincerely, 
ARV. 
Houston, Texas 
(The model our new reader wants 


identified is Diane Kaye. Here are 
more pictures of her.) 


++. DIANE KAYE... 
(for ARV.) 


„DIANE KAYE. 
(for ARV.) 


BABY LAKE 
(For LEG.) 


ANOTHER REQUEST 


Dear Editor: BIZARRE OUTFIT 

1 buy all your magazines. Even RIT 
my wife gets a kick out of reading 
them. 

In your letters to the Editor col 
umn please print some pictures of 
models and showgals, Baby Lake 

Very truly yours, 
LEG 
Toledo, Ohio 


“BIZARRE 


Dear Editor 
The word trame" has come to 
you seem to understand. The cor 
Tomes some of your models wear 
are really "iar out How about one 
ofa true Sana уре, wearing mask, 
vide collar, өс. Those adornments 
make a woman lok mysterious and 
much more mem than the | „PHOTOS 
ordinary braand-pantes so many | “шороонд 
pin-up models wear. ve 


2 Gigi e 


Chicago, Ш. 


STOP SEARCHING! 


! HAVE THOSE 


“ONE MORE REQUEST 


Dear Sirs: 
If you have room to print this 
letter please grant my request. I 
would like to see a picture of a 
dominant . . . female wearing those 
terrific spike heels. Six or seven 
inches high. 1£ possible. 
‘There is something particularly 
exciting about those shoes . . . You 
should put out a magazine with girls 

wearing those in every photo. 

VID. 

Denver, Col. 
(Reader V.I.D. should like our 
"High Heels” magazine. Next issue 
will be on the stands next month. 


es Gyman ба td Heath ond T 
ACE (e) 


BIZARRE and UNUSUAL| 
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“IDEAL” them in the dark room. Do you 
Балган: blame me? Im afraid if I let her 
Saw some photos of Lonnie come a model too many other 
Young in another of your publica. 207 might feel the same way. 
tions, “Striparama,” and think you Whars your advice? 


should put her in “Satana” instead, Yous truly, 
After all, she has not been on the one. 
stage for some time as a stripper, тим. 
but the “satanic” quality she has is (Obviously your pretty girl friend is 
ЭШ there. In addition she is my not going to “two-time” you if she 
ideal woman. So I would greatly ap- hasn't done it by now. Professional 
preciate seeing any more photos you models and photographers, in the 
may have of her. ‘main, are “Strictly business.” If you 
‘Thanks "ry 10 keep her from going into the 
LLR. career she has her heart set on, on 
Durham, N. C. the other hand, you may lose her 


completely. Thanks for the signed 
release — we must have one before 
we can print photos of any model. 
whether amateur or professional. 
—Ed.) 


-.LONNIE YOUNG 
(for LLR.) 


r Sirs: 
Enclosed is a snapshot of шу giri 

friend. She has also written you a 

note giving you permission to print 

it if you want to. 
She wants to be a pin-up model 

The two of us have a lot of fun mak- 

ing pictures of her. She thinks T 

‘ought to buy a polaroid so we can 

see how the pictures come out, right 

away. I tell her I may someday, but 

the truth is I would hate to miss the 

fun of having her help me develop (From ОТЕ) 


“SWEATER GIRL” 


Dear Sirs: 
Enclosed is a snapshot of my wife 
taken last summer. I just want to 
show you a girl does not have to be 
nude to be sexy. As you can see in 
this picture, she is wearing a sweater 
and petticoat but looks more appeal- 
ing than a lot of your naked models. 
There was a time when the 
"Sweater Girl” was the American 
ideal. Now nudes seem to be the 
thing. Even the bathing suits one 
sees on the beaches these days leave 
litle to the imagination. When will 
women learn that the unknown ex- 
cites a man more than the obvious.? 
Sincerely yours, 

PDV. 


San Francisco 


BURLESQUE 


Here They Are PEE 


+++ available NOW - for the FIRST ч оо 
time. . . Original 4" x 5" GLOSSY Price: $299 


photographs of your favorites! I I I I per set of 8 photos 


1- Rita Atlanta УГ: 
2 - Honey Bee wr 
3 - Virginia Bell 
4 - "Cup Cake" Cassidy 
5 - Bubbles Darlene 
6 - Dolores Del Ray 
7 - Rita Grable 
8 - Betty Howard 
9 - Irma "Tho Body" 

10 - Jada 


11 - Libby Jones 
12 - Sharon Knight 
13 - Jennie Lee 
14 - Zee Zee Martine 
15 - Naja ий | j 
16 - Natasa 
E , 
17 
2 


17 - Lynne O'Neill 
18 - Pepper Powell 
B.B. SALES 
Radio City Sta. New York 19, NY. 


19 - Tee Tee Red 
20 - Blaze Starr 

21 - Tempest Storm 
22 - Syra 

23 - Anita Ventura 
24 - Patti Waggin 
25 - Lonnie Young 


Box 785 


LONG SLIM LEGS, PETITE CURVY LEGS, FULL 


VOLUPTUOUS LEGS, LEGS SHEATHED IN NYLONS, 
IN BLACK MESH, OR IN SUPPLE LEATHER 


METRY ACCENTUATED BY HIGH HEELED PUMPS, 
SANDALS, BOOTS AND SLIPPERS . . . GORGEOUS 
GAMS TOPPED WITH PERT DERRIERES AND HIGH 


S, LEGS . . . AND BEAUTIFUL MODELS 
VD, FRANCE, SCOTLAND, ITALY, 
THE USA, FROM ALL OVER THE WORLD :.. THAT'S 
WAITING YOU IN OUR 

. LEG SHOW NO. 6, 


AND REMEMBER, FOR THE BEST IN 
ADULT MAGS, LOOK FOR THE TINY SEL- 
BEE SIREN ON THE COVER! 


Enjoy another classic from the Yootha Archive 
Yootha Discover more amazing collections in our eBay shop 
archive nttp://stores.ebay.co.uk/Yootha-Archive-of-Vintage-and-Retro 
or at www.yootha.com 


